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At the appointed hour a soldier dressed in a gray over-
coat with a red collar entered Baron Wrangel's room. This
man had a rather stooped posture and his arms hung down;
his pale face with its blunt nose was freckled. His steel gray
eyes looked straight ahead with a sad and painful expres-
sion. The stranger who seemed annoyed and worried stood
waiting for an explanation of the baron's summons. When
Wrangel told him that he had met Mikhail in St. Petersburg
and handed Feodor his brother's letter and package of books,
Dostoevsky's face brightened in childish gratitude. He re-
laxed, unbent and asked permission to read his letter on
the spot. As he read, tears came to his eyes.
Wrangel, who also had just received a number of letters
from St. Petersburg, cut a few envelopes and glanced at
several sheets. The recollection of his old happy life smote
his heart. Suddenly he felt very lonely with this stranger.
There they were, both of them, in the depths of Siberia, far
from everything they loved and all those who could under-
stand them, alone, forgotten, lost. Forgetting his dignity,
Baron Wrangel, His Majesty's public prosecutor, burst out
sobbing and threw himself into the arms of the soldier Dos-
toevsky. This was the beginning of a deep and enduring
friendship.
"Fate has brought me face to face with an amazing man,"
wrote Wrangel to his parents, "amazing both in the qualities
of his heart and of his mind: he is our young and unfortunate
writer, Dostoevsky. I am indebted to him for many joys, and
his words, advice, and ideas have strengthened me for the rest
of my life. For heaven's sake, dear father, try to find out
whether he will not be amnestied." And: "Is it possible
that this admirable man is doomed to die here as a simple